WINTER  SONG

How beautifully winter mourns
With black brocade of naked bough!
Each thing immortal Nature makes
With loveliness it doth endow.
Soon spring will break in pattern'd tint
Of wonder scarcely one believes
And summer follow in fine clothes
Of subtly shadowed little leaves,
Which autumn winds shake off in flakes,
Falling like spinning sparks to ground,
Till winter with its webs of jet
And ermine capes comes once more round,
And earth's face bears that tranquil mien
In sleeping faces I have found.
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